"I'll call out to her; she'll turn round. She'll ber so
happy. . .!"
Then he was suddenly afraid she might faint under
the shock. For a moment or two this held him back.
Finally he made up his mind, quickened his stride and,
his throat quite dry, called to her without raising
his voice:
"Catherine!"
She half stopped, turned her head; but instead of
the delight he had expected her face showed only a
troubled surprise.
He had thought she would rush to him; she let him
come up to her.
"You!" she exclaimed. "How on earth did you get
here? Are your parents here too?"
Overcome at seeing her again, not wanting to think
now of the hurt she had already inflicted, his one idea
was to get her away from this street full of people. But
his own emotion, his fear of being caught, his anger at
her slowness in following his lead, twisted his features
into such an angry grimace that she could not guess
what infatuated longing and love it concealed. She too
was frightened, and fear paralysed all expression in
her. Hastily, and visibly anxious to get away from him
as quickly as possible, she explained that it was terribly
dangerous to stay where they were, since she herself
lived only in the next street; furthermore, she was
expected home and must get back at once; but at the
first possible moment she would come out again and
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